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Where others rush through life, he knows when to 
reflect. To enjoy. He smokes for pleasure and satisfaction. 
He gets both from the blend of Turkish and Domestic 
tobaccos In Camel Filters. Do you? 


Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 









OUT OF THE BLUE 


A new album by Electric Light Orchestra is always a special event. 
Now, out of the blue,comes even more ELO than you bargained for. 
• Two records, seventeen new songs, by the most 

important group recording today. .. 
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Will the real 
B.B.King 
please stand up. 



What the legendary B.B. King's rapid guitar 
picking style did for players like Eric Clapton, 
Mike Bloomfield and Alvin Lee is music 
history. He fathered a generation of 
blues-influenced rock guitarists. 

But what B.B. King is doing with Technics 
Linear Phase Speaker Systems is making 
another kind of history. Hi-fi history. 

Look at the waveforms. On the left is 
B.B. King playing live. On the right is the 
same music reproduced by Technics Linear 
Phase SB-7000A. 

It's hard to tell the difference. And that's 


controlled crossover network that not only 
compensates for the time delays caused 
by different frequencies but simultaneously 
corrects any acoustic differences in the 
drivers. And finally by staggering each driver 
unit for the optimum acoustic position. 

Technics Linear Phase SB-7000A, SB-6000A 
and SB-5000A. For music that sounds as it 
was originally played. 


Tfechnics 


our point. Technics Linear Phase 
Speaker Systems are the first 
speaker systems with not only a 
wide frequency response but 
also flat amplitude and complete 
linearity. And that makes them 
the first speaker systems capable 
of reproducing a musical wave¬ 
form that's virtually a mirror 
image of the original. 

How did we do it? First by 
conducting exhaustive amplitude 
and phase studies in acoustically 
perfect chambers. Then by 
developing a unique new phase- 




















It’s a business machine. 

It doesn’t matter whether the sound 
you're into is soul, country or rock. You can't 
take your band to the top until you take care 
of business first. And that means picking up a 

Take the Stratocaster ®—the three-pickup 
guitar. It's the main machine for more dyna¬ 
mite soul, country and rock groups because 
it doesn’t just create sound, it explodes 

That’s because the Stratocaster, like 
every Fender, was created by designers who 

them “engineare.” They developed the Fender 
fingerboard that seats frets tight so you don't 


have to fret about fretting. The micm-tilt nec 
that lets you adjust the action and use any 
gauge string to play whatever style you want. 
And pickups that don’t cheat on highs or low 
while giving you those biting midrange tones 

Fender "enginears" developed Strato- 
caster's tremolo, too—the tremolo that comi 
back to pitch. Every time. And even a volume 
control you can adjust in the middle of a 
phrase without changing your hand position 

So see your authorized Fender dealer. 
Light a fire with a Stratocaster and a 
matching Fender amplifier. 


It’s a soul machine. 


It’s a 

country 

machine. 


It’s a rock 
l machine. 






Alive 

- 0 with pleasure! 

Newport 



After all, if smoking 
isn’t a pleasure, 
why bother? 
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"Get everything 
that’s coming to you!” 



Everything but the effects of poor room acoustics, 
poor speakers or poor program quality with 
the MXR Stereo Graphic Equalizer. 

You’ve got a room that’s a lot like a sponge... 
rugs, drapes, overstuffed chairs. And every time you 
turn on your system, most of the aural glory gets 
soaked up. Or, you’ve bought a sound system 
that has an impressive price but alas, a depressing 
sound. Your records, tapes and radio sources may 
sound good to some, but to you, the high fidelity just 
isn’t high enough. And you’d lose if you made 

Get into control with the MXR Stereo Graphic 
Equalizer. It lets you tailor frequency responses and 
adjust acoustics to your desires. Control 10 fre¬ 
quencies plus level on each of two channels. Play 
with the lows, boost the mid-ranges, and soar 
with the highs. Bring each speaker closer, or move it 


farther away at the touch of a slide control. The 
MXR Equalizer’s frequency controls not only adjust 
for the interior of your room, but also for the 
interior of your system, making a small system 
sound big ... a big system sound mammoth. 


Built with the same ingenuity are our Compander 
which enhances sound for home recording, and our 
new Dynamic Processor, which brings recorded 
dynamics to life and removes impulse noise. 

Hear the entire MXR line at fine audio dealers. 

Or write MXR Innovations, Inc., 247 N. Goodman St., 
Rochester, N Y. 14607. Or call 716-442-5320. 

Also distributed in Canada by 

White Electronic Development Corporation, 

6300 Northam Drive, Mississauga, Ontario. 
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INTRODUCTORY 
OFFER 

ONE YEAR-12 ISSUES 


$795 


24 hours a day call toll free 800-247-2160 

For Greater Savings-TakeYour Choice: 

_ 1 year of CRAWDADDY (12 issues) for only 

□ $7.95 (save $4.05) 

2 2 years of CRAWDADDY (24 issues) for on- 

□ ly $14.00 (save $10.00) 

3 3 years of CRAWDADDY (36 issues) for on- 

□ ly $19.00 (save $17.00) 

□ Payment enclosed. □ Bill me later. 

□ Mastercharge O BankAmericard (Visa) 

Am. No. |~[ I r I I I I I I I I I I I 

Interbank No. _Expirat ion Date- 

Signature _____ 

Please add $1 additional for Canada. S2 additional for foreign (PER YEAR). E: 

CRAWDADDY , PO. Box 6330. Marion. Ohio 43302 Please allow 6-6 weeks for deliver, 
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Why do you think it's called public address? 

The audience is there to have a good 
time. You’re there to work. But, if you’re not 
projecting the sound you’ve worked so 
hard to perfect, you just wasted all those long 
hours in rehearsal. 

Now that you’re increasing your public, 
it’s time to address yourself to an investment 
in PA. Check out Yamaha’s EM-Series of 
affordable, fully-integrated sound reinforce¬ 
ment systems. 

The EM-80,100 and 150 integrated mixer/ 
amplifiers. From four to six input channels, 
from 60-to 150-watts RMS. Link them together 
for even greater flexibility.They’re reliable 
and roadable because they’re built Yamaha 
tough. 

Yamaha’s unique stereo balance control 
lets you optimize sound levels in different 
parts of a room. Practically any setup is 
possible with combinations of microphones 
and electric instruments taken direct, 
amplified and submixed. 

When it comes to speakers, Yamaha has 
two impressive models to choose from. 


Every component is made by Yamaha to our 
own exacting specifications. Yamaha’s 
super-efficient, two-way S4115H enclosures 
with a horn-loaded 15" woofer, HF horn/ 
driver combination with level control, and 
100 watts power handling, make perfect 
mains. On the other hand, our S0112T 
enclosure with 10" and 12" woofers, four 2" 
cone-type tweeters, and 80 watts power 
handling, are ideal as stage monitors or 
excellent low-cost house mains. Both 
models have built-in passive crossovers, 
and are available with built-in power amps. 

For all the facts, send this ad along with 
four dollars. (Please, certified check 
or money order only. No cash or personal 
checks.) We’ll rush you an operation 
manual complete with block diagrams on 
our EM-Series. Or better yet, see your 
Yamaha dealer and plug-in to an EM. 

It may be for your audiences, but their 

to pay off for you. ©YAMAHA 

6600 Orangethorpe Avenue. Buena Park.CA 90620 























Few groups have the capability to 
create and innovate in that special space 
between fusion and rock quite like 
the Jan Hammer Group. 

They've knocked people out on their legendary tour with Jeff Beck. They've 
been delighting critics with their fusion of musical styles for years. 

Now they give you "Melodies." On it you'll find out just how wide open 
those musical spaces can be in the hands of one 
of today's most ingenious ensembles. 

"Melodies;' new directions from the Jan Hammer Group. 

On Nemporer Records and Tapes. 





















Here’s why SERIES 6000® car stereo 
speakers sound so much better than 
any others you can buy ... 
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The Ostrich Sisters ; the Boy-Girl Wonder and 
Trixie the Roller Derby Queen all dream of Stardom. 
What will they say to the folks hack home? 

■ biRobert Stephen Spin "■ 


Mitch, the Girl-Boy Wonder, is wor¬ 
ried about the Ploopmaker. His eyes fur¬ 
tively scan the 75 others who share his 
problem as he paces across NBC's Rehear¬ 
sal Hall #3, charged with the naked anxie¬ 
ty of a Broadway producer waiting for 

Ploopmaker—what the hell could it 
mean?" he asks of nobody in particular, 
wringing his hands in despair. "I just can't 


should have been. An ample pair of 
foam-rubber breasts rounds out his zoftig 
figure. But neither breasts nor beard are 
within his physical capabilities; on his 
next birthday, Mitch will be 12 years old. 
"Take it easy, kid," a corpulent attend- 

pile of sulfurous egg salad sandwiches in 




i right up the ol' kazoo, 
e dancing fruit. 


s The 


contemptuously. "You gotta be kidding, 
lady!" He pirouettes priggishly on a high 


by Shirley Temple in Little Miss Broad- 


;ach prenubile stride. 


Gong Show. Three years ago, the 
tion of such midday tripe had network ex¬ 
ecutives yawning in their gray flannel 

The Gong Show is one of the most- 

cial sponsorship sold out through the 
1977-78 season. And why not? It's about 
people—or almost-people. Art Linkletter 
said, "People are funny." Somebody 
ought to tell Art the truth. 

Rehearsal Hall #3 faces a life-size poster 
of Don Rickies baring his teeth. Glance 
inside and you'll find, gathered around a 
clutter of folding tables, a cast seemingly 
out of Marat/Sade: obese women in 
CRAWDADDY 
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That’s what a pleasure Yamaha's 
new CP-30 is to play. 

The action is fast and easy. Each key 
responds with true grand piano touch. 

And striking every note becomes an 
exquisite experience. 

The CP-30 turns your imagination into 
sound. The keyboard is velocity sensitive, so 
a note can be multi-dimensional: mellow, 
bright, loud, soft, staccato or sustained. 

More than just another electronic piano, 
the CP-30 is a true stereo instrument. 

Each channel contains the sound of all 
76 keys. Three outputs include two stereo 
channels plus a third monophonic mix. 

And each stereo channel has its own Pitch, 
Decay and Tremolo controls. 


There are four basic sounds for each 
stereo channel—Piano 1, 2, 3 and Harpsi¬ 
chord. Put the two channels together, 
and 8 color combinations are possible per 
basic sound (that’s a total of 256 colors 
overall). You can mimic a honky-tonk plana 
and acoustic guitar, or create sounds 
all your own. 

If you think this is a lot to expect from an 
electronic piano, remember that the CP-30 
comes from 
the people 
who’ve been 
perfecting 
keyboards 
for nearly a 
century. 







BORDER 

CROSSING 

by Abbie Hoffman, 
Travel Editor 


How I smuggled myself, a color TV, 
six car stereos, a refrigerator, some tables 
and an aluminum sink into Mexico. 

And got back out. 




^^■et's start at the border, 
easiest and besides, the best way to 
Mexico is by car. Don't bring a.big, j 

American car. If the dirt and potholes don't_ _ 

the mirror-bandits will pick-it dean, the sludge from 
the gas pumps will eat out its-insides and, in the end, 
you'll regret the hassle. Think compact, arid if there's a 
choice think Volkswagen. Mexico has a huge Volks assembly 
in Puebla and every mechanic knQws-how to fix them. 





































































"Rock 'n roll fatalities are high anyway, for a 
business that isn't actually in a combat zone. I 
should think there are more fatalities from 
music than industrial accidents. Maybe they 
should cut their hair; the machinery is not safe." 

—Keith Richard 

"Rock 'n roll makes you crazy," Page was say¬ 
ing. "It's very dangerous music. That's why they 
played it in the war zones." The last time Page and 
I had done anything like work together it had been 
in Vietnam, long ago. Page had shrapnel fever in 
those days; he took it in the stomach and legs, the 
head and chest. The last time, he mainlined it 
straight into his brain and almost rang the bell. He 
had a piece of metal in him for every picture he 
ever took there, bits were still working themselves 
out; every now and then he'd drop one on the 
street or the dinner table. And then a lot of what 
had been left standing got levelled by rock 'n roll 
and all the laps he'd made around the rock n roll 
pool. Swimming for your life like that you stopped 
seeing war and rock as separate phenomena; years 
later, we were still using one language to describe 
them both. 


The generation 
that should have gone 
to Vietnam 
is trashing your town 
tonight. 

BY MKHAEL HERR 





We met in Detroit, HQ Guitar 
Army. A month before, a fire had 
ravaged the last 20 rows of Cobo 
Auditorium, cherry bombs 
poured down on the stage. To¬ 
night, for Aerosmith, there are 
three separate security forces in 
and around Cobo; shake it up, 
rock it up, rip it up at the Hall 
tonight. Beer bottles are smashed 
all over the streets and the glass in 
many of the doors is laminated in 
place but smashed. The boys and 
girls are laughing and calling their 
city Deadrot, just hanging on un¬ 
til the doors open and they can get 
crazy. Some intense city; I never 
felt so out of town as I did there. 

"We just love to go to con¬ 
certs," a kid is saying. He's about 
17, maybe the oldest man in the 
crowd. He's a funny mix of farm- 
boy and inner-city kicker, so 
stoned that Page saw his eyes 
blazing out of the crowd. "We go 
to all of 'em, it don't matter who. 

respondent in 1967, is the author of 
Dispatches (Knopf). 


That's like three a week. In the 
nights when there's no groups 
playing we watch TV or go and 
see Star Wars again." 

"He's seen it 15 times," his girl¬ 
friend says. 

They're big consumers. One 
boy is offering $30 a ticket for as 
many tickets as he can get, and he 
has to have them. His energy is 
fantastic. He scores and takes off 
to get his friends; "Aerosmith is so 
heavy'." They can't get it heavy 
enough. You can still see the 
shadow from when the Zeppelin 
floated over America; it took like 
Islam in the desert, a rock 'n roll 
as hard as life. 

Security comes out in strength 
two hours before the concert 
when the last ticket is sold at the 
box office. "My God," Page says, 
"look at all the fucking heat." An 
order to clear the lobby goes out 
of the PA and the uniforms de¬ 
ploy, muscle in place, but there's 
no attack. A murmuring chant of 
"Aw shit" goes through the 
crowd, and in three minutes we're 


alone in there with this strange 30- 
man-and-woman police force. 
There's a bloody-minded old man 
on the auxiliary force who dreams 
of trading fire with the mobs. ("I 
think they're basically good kids. 
It's the happy smoke, they take a 
little of that and they're animals. 
Then they mix it with a little wine 
and it's even worse. That's 'cause 
it's so hard to keep them lit that 
way.") There's a young guy with a 
huge club. His face is nearly 
swamped with sideburns, and he's 
wearing a tiny pair of silver- 
plated handcuffs for a tie-clip. We 
ask him if all of this security is 
really necessary and he looks at us 
like we're insane. 

"If you'd been here two weeks 
ago, you wouldn't even ask." 

"What happened two weeks 
ago?" 

"They burned down a men's 

But heavy law needs heavy en¬ 
forcement; VERBOTEN is posted 
everywhere. We can't get into the 
auditorium with cameras, we 
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Heavy law needs heavy enforcement. 

There's a bloody-minded old man on the auxiliary 
force who dreams of trading fire with the mobs. 


can't have cameras in the lobby, 
we can't even take snaps on the 
sidewalks around Cobo. As he 
busts us clean off the block, a real 
Detroit policeman explains the 
new city ordinance he's enforcing, 
really enforcing. He's got a nasty 
little grip on Page's elbow, they're 
walking and talking about the ac¬ 
tual delicacy of the Constitution, 
and around back we're not too ef¬ 
fective either. There's muscle from 
the tour on the stage door; he 
won't say yes and he won't say 
no, but we're definitely not on the 
list. "This door is tight," he says, 
and goes back inside. Three great 
limos are arranged like a barri¬ 
cade around the door, the drivers 
sitting watchful and impassive. 
Detroit rock limo drivers—prob¬ 
ably nothing they haven't seen 
wheeling the generals around; just 
because they were parked now 
didn't mean they took their eyes 
off the road. 

Road lore says that the groups 
all hate to play Detroit, except for 
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Detroit groups, who love it more 
than anything; bullfighters in 
their home ring where strangers 
who don't understand the temper 
of the region are afraid to work 
too close to the horns. Monsters 
come out of the chutes at Cobo 
like a gift from the fans, tear you a 
new asshole. It was always the 
most incredible transmitting 
point. The message came in flag¬ 
ging from New York and went out 
again recharged and richer. Some 
technological leap happened in 
Detroit, and not just from wax 
paper to Saran Wrap: the MC5, to 
the left of the Viet Cong; Iggy like 
he came out of a lamp to throw 
his body down on the line, mutila¬ 
tion and anguish, "I feel all right!! 
I feel all right!!"; Bob Seger show¬ 
ing you where he got hit; young 
Ted Nugent walking the rock 'n 
roll point—Detroit Special Forces. 

"It was all very well when we 
were younger, humping about 
those LZs and firebases looking 
for the story," Page said. Teen¬ 


age jet lag, he was pointing and 
making galactic gunfight noises, 
disintegrating the far end of the 
corridor of the Dearborn Holiday 
Inn. "But we're mature now. And 
we're gentlemen. Gentlemen do 
not stay at mo-tels. Gentlemen 
stay at ho-tels." Tired, a couple of 
aging rockers, too old for the 
road, too frail for the trail. "I wish 
I'd brought me Doors tapes." 
Don't forget the Motor City. 

It was always as much about 
death and loss as it was about 
dance/romance: '50s graveyard 
saxophones cooling 10,000 prom 
nights, Teen Angel, Johnny Ace 
and the shot that rocked around 
the world. You don't have to be a 
superstar; managers, roadies, 
studio hands, groupies, journal¬ 
ists and fans, too; wasted on the 
trail, sagging in the harness, 
ripped out of the saddle. Rock 'n 
roll tours crisscross America like 
grids on a satellite map. The 
stakes are high but the road is 
hard. The road is hours of air¬ 
plane air not meant to be breathed 
by mammals; motels where the 
rooms accumulate the sleeping 
dread of all their guests; the towel 
that repels moisture, the bed that 
never learns your body; food tas¬ 
ty as C-rations. It's hard to take 
the big bite in a Holiday Inn; 
make a few calls, take a cathode 
fix, get some sleep. Travel In 
America—it isn't something you 
do for fun. 

Cleveland: the kids are all 
right. A little 'luded, drunk and 
smoked out, maybe; it's not the 
sock hop but they're de-fused. All 
that's needed in the Civic Auditor¬ 
ium is "peer security," a squad of 
college freshmen in Hawaiian 
shirts. There's very little tension, 
except in the men's room Page 
comes out and says, "That place 
wants a good airstrike. I'm telling 
you." A lot of drugs, mostly pills' 
and coke -for a dollar you can 
lick the knife clean. I mean the 
very idea of Cleveland co- 
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Jim Dandy and Black Oak Ark¬ 
ansas are working pretty hard. It's 
a very professional replica of a 
high-energy rock 'n roll perform¬ 
ance. A whole set of that would 
put me in the hospital, without 
giving me much back. Jim Dandy 
screams, "We love ya, Cleve¬ 
land!" slurp slurp. There's a silent 
beat in the crowd— What's to 
love ?—and then the response/ 
loud but somehow lame. There's 
not much power in the raised fists 
or the rebel whoops either. No 
contact. But it's a school night. 

If you want to cover rock 'n roll 
on the road, you've got to have 
the label behind you; it means 
limos at the very least. With a Ted 
Nugent Tour TNT shoulder patch 
I felt like Ernie Pyle; I thought 
they'd start calling me Pop. The 
tour is very squared away, very 
flexible and efficient, an operation 
with big objectives. All three of 
his albums since he broke up the 
Amboy Dukes have gone certified 
platinum. After 14 years at the 



gates, young Ted's got the keys to 
the Rock 'n Roll City; there was 
no way that anyone was going to 
ever keep him out. 

And he loves it, he could hug it 
to his body and eat it up, he's 
about the happiest man I ever 
saw, clean and clear and totally 
functional, like the things he holds 
in his hands for pleasure and sus¬ 
tenance: a 65-pound bow, a Mag¬ 
num that can bring a moose down 
in the field, a Gibson Byrdlander 
that plugs into what sounds like 
the end of the world. In the dress¬ 
ing room he's working into a tiny 
amp and a strobe tuner that has us 
a little tranced, a green blipping 
pattern on a radar screen, graph¬ 
ing the most formal rock 'n roll 
lines, "Oh Carol," the way a con¬ 
cert pianist would lay down a 
couple of preludes from The Well- 
Tempered Clavier before a per¬ 
formance. The sound is very inti¬ 
mate, just enough for Nugent, 
Page and me. Ten minutes later 
he's onstage and you can't stand 
in front of the amps without get¬ 



ting damaged. Your organs shake 
and your blood hums. If the panel 
ever fell into the wrong hands and 
someone pushed the Strike but¬ 
ton, it would fry out 20,000 teen¬ 
age brains. And if Nugent and his 
band didn't wear plugs they'd be 
deafer than Quasimodo, they'd be 
going around without central ner¬ 
vous systems. "Totally Gaa," as 
Page put it. He thought that Ted 
Nugent would have made a great 
doorgunner. 

Driving out to the airport at 
Binghamton, New York, Nugent 
tells me about a recurring dream 
he has. "I'm out there running 
with a huge pack of wolves over 
the snow. We're just having fun, 
you know? Running and playing 
and just snapping at each other." 
He smiles like a kid. 

Once you've got your priorities 
straight, life can be as simple as it 
is rich. Ted Nugent loves his wife 
and two kids, hunting and playing 
his guitar; sometimes like it's a 
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If the panel ever fell into the wrong hands and 
someone pushed the strike button, 
it would fry out 20,000 teenage brains. 


flamethrower. He hates drugs, all 
of them, and while they're not ex¬ 
actly banned on the tour, the tom- 
energy tends away from them. 
You can knock on motel room 
doors until your knuckles bleed 
without turning up even a joint. A 
line of methedrine would disap¬ 
pear into him without registering, 
anyway; he's revved up offstage 
and a maniac on. 

The stage is there, so he takes it. 
It's where he wants to be, he's 
known it all his life. He runs out 
there like he's in the Olympics; his 
meat is waiting, it springs at him 
in the first instant. Fxcept for his 
pants, he's shot everything on his 
body; the boots on his feet, the 
ritual leather armband, the fang 
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hanging from his neck. It gets 
very primitive. Dog dog, dog eat 
dog, aggressor-rock, wooly and 
stroby. Once, in an ambush from 
the stage, he leapt into the crowd 
to break up a fight, and he barely 
remembered doing it afterwards, 
it was barely more toe-to-toe than 
the usual show. The fists raised up 
to him are totally charged, he 
laughs like crazy and waves them 
in, dares them to realize that they 
outnumber Security by more than 
500 to one. It's the thinnest line in 
rock 'n roll, the guards can barely 
hold it, nobody stops for a sec¬ 
ond, least of all young Ted. He 
beckons to them to come up, try 
it. I'll be gonei Fat-free, no frills 
music fucking and fighting, tits 


and territory, city streets like a 
hunting ground, "Wang Dang 
Sweet Poontang," basic load. And 
school's out completely as far as 
the audience knows, school's been 
blown to pieces. Waiting for the 
first encore they flick their Bics 
over to MAXIMUM and blaze out 
the hall. 

At any kind of close range, rock 
'n roll deglamorizes fast, that's 
why I really only like it on the 
radio. After a few days with a 
tour, it's about as glamorous as 

When he first comes offstage in 
Baltimore, Ted Nugent looks like 
he's going to need a Medevac. 
Page even feels some weird re¬ 
straint about photographing him. 
No one comes too close to him, he 
looks bleached out, a little ter¬ 
minal. It lasts for about five 
minutes, and then he looks like he 
did before the show, restored and 
recharged and hot to go out there 
again. The light in the room is 
vicious, everybody looks a little 






raw and ravaged, people take on 
ten pounds and 15 years, and 
Nugent looks like a poster for bet¬ 
ter living through harder rock. 
Good thing, it's definitely a room 
that needs a star. There are two 
huge mounds of picked-over cold- 
cuts, a badly abused tub of potato 
salad, garbage cans full of melted 
ice and empty beer bottles. People 
come in, people get thrown out, 
some stay; one man's meat is 
another man's candy. Page is tell¬ 
ing some girls that we work for a 
French punk rock magazine called 
1 Wanna Be Your Dog. The girls 
are angling around the band for a 
shot at the ultimate autograph. 

In the morning we're standing 
in a cold drizzle in the hotel park¬ 
ing lot, looking up at the Floren¬ 
tine elegance of the Bromo-Seltzer 
Tower. The night before there had 
been a girl of about 16, very pret¬ 
ty, who'd been sort of passed 
along and quickly shuffled out of 
every room because everybody 
thought she was too crazy for 
them. She'd started screaming 
through one guy's door, she 
wanted to see Ted, and the guy 
told her that he was going to call 
the cops. So she went up on the 
roof, wrote him a four-page letter 
48 


calling him a shit and a fuck and 
an asshole, and then went to sleep 
for a few hours while it went 
down into the low 40s. Now she 
was being pushed along by some 
kind of hotel cop-matron. "But I 
only want to see him for one 
minute," she was saying, and the 
cop-matron said, "Listen honey. 
I've got a hotel to run. I'm not 
gonna fool with you. You just 
beat it now." 

That night (as fate would have 
it). Gimme Shelter played on Bal¬ 
timore TV. Most of the tour seem¬ 
ed to have watched it, there was 
lots of talk about it in the morn¬ 
ing. The rock 'n roll disaster 
movie, the movie about the part 
of the brain that doesn't know 
what the other part is making; 
making happen. Mick Jagger was 
so lame and touching, standing in 
the feedback there while a couple 
of songs he wrote blew ice-cold 
breath into his face. A lot of peo¬ 
ple thought that it was going to 
happen at Woodstock, that was 
such a mean and speedy summer, 
and then Woodstock would have 
been the name we used for it; but 
so many people came there that 
the people and the ground were 
stunned into peace, while the 


other current stayed in the cable 
another six or seven months and 
popped its juice at Altamont. 

"Death by Misadventure," a 
Ted Nugent song about Brian 
Jones. Death by drugs (pity for 
the casualties); hy drowning (love 
for the survivors); by plane, car 
and bike crash (respect for the 
masters); combat and rock hardly 
unconnected in his experience. 
Heading for the airport in the limo 
so I can go home and he can go to 
Erie, Pa., and then go home, he 
says, "You just gotta comedian it 
through, you know? It doesn't 
matter whether it's a Marine 
squad or a rock 'n roll group." He 
smiles like a scout who's close to 
rotation. I passed it along to Page 
on the shuttle to New York—he 
thought our Teddy was a very 
healthy boy, fairly likely to sur- 

It's mortal, it's only rock 'n roll. 
A few days after we pulled off the 
road, Aerosmith took two serious 
casualties when fans bombed the 
stage in Philadelphia. And a little 
while later the Lynyrd Skynyrd 
plane went down. As a great old 
rock writer once put it, "In the fall 
the war was always there but we 
did not go to it anymore." ■ 
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text by Dan Aykroyd 


paintings by Tom Blackwell 
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10:00 Q THE 15-YEAR OLD bov watched KOJfiH 

AMD BAKETTA RELIGIOUSLY, THEN WENT OUT AND 
STARRED IN HIS OWN MURDEROUS POUCC 
SIORV. NOW HIS NEIGHBOR IS DEAD, HlS 
lawyer is A TV STAR, AND RONNIE ZAMORA 
faces a 2S-YEAR STATION BREAK • • • 









































































SIX WAYS TO CLEAN-UP YOUR ACT. 


If you play electric piano, organ, bass, 
rhythm or lead guitar, or sing — JBL K Series 
loudspeakers can make you sound better. 

Each of these high-efficiency speakers 
is specifically built, as only JBL can, to provide 


the cleanest, clearest, and best possible 
reproduction of your music. 

And that's exactly why more professional 
musicians and performers choose JBL. 
Maybe you should, too. 











































































































































THE BEATLES 

LOVE SONGS 


NOW IN ONE FABULOUS GIFT ALBUM! 



WORDS OF LOVE YES IT IS SHE’S LEAVING HOME 

HERE, THERE AND EVERYWHERE 


25 OF THEIR MOST FAMOUS AND ROMANTIC SONGS 

ON TWO RECORDS...ON CAPITOL RECORDS AND TAPES! 























SOMEONE YOU LOVE 
WOULD LOVE CRAWDA0DY 

If you think CKAWDADDY is your kind of magazine, 
wouldn't your kind of people enjoy it too? 

□ $ 7.95 for the first one-year subscription 

□ $ 5.00 for each additional subscription 

Send CKAWDADDY gift subscriptions to: 


If you need additional space for names, please use coupon 
form printed in this magazine. 

This offer good only in the U.S A. 

Send check or money order payable to: 

ClUMCMDDY. P.O. Box 6330, Marion, Ohio 43302 PW allow 6-8 we.ks tor delivery 
















■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■■ 

BUSINESS REPLY MAIL 

NO POSTAGE STAMP NECESSARY 
IF MAILED IN THE UNITED STATES 

Postage will be paid by: 


Crawdaddy 

P.O. Box 6330 
Marion, Ohio 43302 


FIRST CLASS 
PERMIT NO. 
633 

Marion. Ohio 




CULT NO MORE? 


by Toby Goldstein 

SPECTRES 

Blue Oyster Cult 


























Teruo Nakamura—composer, pro¬ 
ducer and bassist supreme—has 
produced a guided tour to New 
York. "Manhattan Special 
He'll touryou from the cool back 
alleys of jazz to the hot steaming 
dance floor to an eagle's eye view 
at sunrise. 



ARMATRADING’S FORTHRIGHT, 
SNOW’S KINDA FLAKY 


by Fred Schruers 

SHOW SOME EMOTION 

Joan Armatrading 
A&M (SP 4663) 


NEVER LETTING GO 

Columbia (JG 34875) 



sider her passionate deftness as a 

ing as (and maybe more trustworthy 
than) the grabass openness of Bonnie 
Raitt or Maria Muldaur. And her ear- 



don, despite three well-touted albums, 
is still waiting to break big. Perhaps it's 
because she is such a willful composer. 
While the title tune is mostly lickety- 
split jazz changes, it is on the stripped- 
down "Woncha Come On Home" that 
Armatrading exhibits the virtues she 


carries in her own hands. Crack pro- 



know that Armatrading's persona in 
song has included such unusual actors 
as the gruff but hurt bullygirl ("Tall in 

intrigued to hear her admit to a moment 

listener has always found her a wel¬ 
come purveyor of inviting and different 
radio fare, but her albums offer no great 
temptation. It's not that it's wallpaper 
music. No . . . more like a bored waiter 
sorting silverware in a Chinese restau¬ 
rant. Along with the gracefulness of a 
hit like "Poetry Man," there was some¬ 
thing suburban and dilettantish in 
Snow's artsiness and in her aspiration 
towards clubbiness with jazz cats. She 
flaunts the vocal mannerisms of great 
CRAWDADDY 
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“I don’t 
endorse 
iroducts 


jproducts 
"that I don’t 
use and believe in. 

I use and believe in 
Gibson strings’.’ 

Ronnie Montrose 

Ronnie Montrose knows just about everything it 
takes to make a guitar sound great. He’s fingerpicked, 
flatpicked, even bottlenecked every style of guitar for 
every kind of artist —Edgar Winter, Van Morrison, 

Boz Scaggs and his own group, Montrose. Ronnie 
knows what strings make a guitar sound great too. 

He says, “Gibson strings are the cleanest, longest 
lasting, most consistently good strings on the market!’ 

How do you make a string live up to those high 
praises? Gibson goes to great lengths to develop 
alloys with just the right properties for a crisp, clean 
sound. They resist wear as well as corrosion, so they 
last a long time. And Ronnie finds Gibson consistently 
good because our quality control standards are so 
high. We even hermetically seal our strings, so when 
you open the package, your Gibsons are as perfect as 
the day we made them. 

Of course, there’s a lot more to it. The real proof 
is in the playing. Try out a set of Gibsons, and you’ll 
hear why Ronnie Montrose says, “I’ve used them for 
years. I wouldn’t use anything else!’ 













DAVE GRUSIN EMERGES 
FROM BEHIND a^ucef 

THE SCENES, performer has 

been heard by almost everyone in 
the U.S. although most people may 
not know it. 

Dave has produced albums for 
Earl Klugh, Noel Pointer and Patti 
Austin. He's composed themes for 
things like The Graduate, Bobby 
Deerfield and Baretta. And has 
played on albums for the Brothers 
Johnson, Grover Washington, John 
Klemmer and others too numerous 

Now he's doing it for someone 
else. Himself. "One Of A Kind" is an 
album of five wonderful compositions 
that will make the world very glad 
indeed he's finally emerged. 
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Wouldn’t it be amazing if 
Billy Cobham, George Duke, 
Maynard Ferguson, 

Eric Gale, Stan Getz, 
Benny Golson, Dexter Gordon, 
Bobbi Humphrey, Bob James, 
Alphonso Johnson, 

Steve Khan, Hubert Laws, 
Ralph MacDonald, 

Janne Schaffer, Woody Shaw 
and Thijs van Leer 
got together and really played? 


A once-in-a-lifetime musical event 
recorded live at the Montreux Jazz Festival. 












The GR-500 
Guitar Synthesizer 

From far beyond the 
ordinary comes an amaz¬ 
ing instrument. It is Roland's 
GR-500 Guitar Synthesizer. 
With it comes an infinity of 
music never before known. 
You're the creator. Roland's 
GR-500 will set your creati¬ 
vity free. Because for the 
first time, the sounds in 
your mind are within your 
grasp ... the instrument in 
your hands within your 
control... and you and 
your performance become 
at once unsurpassed! 

Nothing equals the 
power of the Roland 
GR-500 Guitar Synthesizer. 
Its voices, ensembles, and 
capabilities are totally with¬ 
out end. 

The Roland GR-500 will 
force your aspirations to 
the heights of the universe. 

There is no other instru¬ 
ment like it... Roland has 
no equal. 

Hi Roland 

The largest, most diversified line 
of electronic musical 
equipment in the World. 

You may receive a full-color 
Roland "Mind blower" Poster 
by sending $2 to Dept. 10-061. 
RolandCorp US. 2401 Saybrook 
Ave.. Los Angeles, CA.90040. 


CLOSE 

ENCOUNTERS OF 
THE NURD KIND 
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GRAHAM & 
ROD: RAGGED 
TO RICHES 

by Dave Schulps 


On the surface, Rod Stewart and 
Graham Parker have a lot in common: 
British working class roots; a love for 
soul and R&B artists of the '60s (par¬ 
ticularly Motown); distinctive, instantly 
identifiable voices; and crack backing 


(Stewart's band has three guitarists to 
the Rumour's two, otherwise they're 
identical). Past that, however, the 
similarity ends. 

Stewart is a world-wide star, a tax ex¬ 
ile who has abandoned Britain for the 
comforts and glamor of Southern Cal¬ 
ifornia (a status he worked long and 
hard to achieve). He has become the 
70s equivalent of a Hollywood sex 
symbol—his affairs fodder for scandal 
rags, his Image a product of expensive 
publicity campaigns (like a billboard on 
Times Square to promote his New York 


Martin, 
the real 
thing, 
ft 

tSE’ 


Sigma, 
almost 
thereal 
thing 


When we designed the 
Sigma guitar back in 1970 
we did it with the idea 
of offering a quality ins 



Sigma 


concert date)—and his albums grow 
slicker and more suited for MOR cross- 

Parker, on the other hand, is still hun¬ 
gry. While Stewart parties in Malibu and 
writes graphic macho love songs for his 

timental love songs for their "slow" 
sides, Parker is walking down side- 
streets in London and New York experi¬ 
encing a totally different side of life. So 
these albums are different. Different as 

wood, as Faulkner and Fitzgerald. Tak- 

successful, yet where Parker offers 
warmth and depth on his, Stewart is 
mostly gloss and veneer. 

‘iat a veneer, though. Stewart's 
i can take on even the most super¬ 
fluous material and make it listenable. 

now that he's got a real working 
band behind him for the first time since 
-aces, there's plenty of powerful, 
sympathetic support. The three 
guitarists (Jim Cregan, Gary Grainger, 
Billy Peek) provide plenty of noodlings 

(even on a lame disco number like 

of Phil Chen and Carmine Appice is in¬ 
spired throughout. 

The material, though, is typical Stew¬ 
art fare. I'd be hard pressed to distin¬ 
guish most of it from anything on his 
past three albums if it weren't for the 
noticeable change in backing musicians. 
Producer Tom Dowd is once again at the 

liness-is-next-to-godliness ideal. As 
usual, there's a Motown cover, this time 
u Keep Me Hanging On," which 

rangement—to Vanilla Fudge's version 
(drummer Appice was in on that one) 
than to the Supremes original. In fact, 
all that really sets Footloose and Fancy 
?e apart from any of Stewart's other 
post - Faces outings is that on this one 




st half th 




background of pleasingly hummable 
>ns. It's all cotton candy, really, but 
til it melts away it tastes real good. 

>tick to Me, however, will stick to 
. J. This is music of power, substance 
and emotion, full of the kind of tension 
and urgency that Stewart's singing 
abandoned long ago. If Parker lacks 
Stewart's vocal abilities, he more than 
makes up for his deficiencies with-the 
incandescent intensity of his song¬ 
writing and delivery. After two albums 
that define Parker in relation to others, 
he is now able to stand on his own on 
this third Ip. He has forged his own 
identity—further comparisons are un- 
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LIGHTS OFF 

by Michael Barackman 

OUT OF THE BLUE 

Electric Light Orchestra 
Jet (JT-LA823-L2) 





tious pop-rock formula. Out of the Blu< 
outer space cover may imply a look ir 
the musical future, but the record 



than in i "NighHn the City." Replete w 


tones. Throughout the album, there < 
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CLASSIFIED 


CONTEMPORARY 


KEYBOARD 


Interviews with top keyboard artists 
in all styles of music. Articles and 
columns on instruments...equipment 
...playing techniques. 

$12 for 12 monthly issues. 

See your music dealer, or 

CONTEMPORARY 

KEYBOARD 

Box 907-VZ, Saratoga, CA 95070 




NOTICE 

Record Raters Wanted 


eluding postage and handling. THERE IS 
EXTRA CHARGE FOR THE ALBUMS Y' 
RECEIVE. In return for your opinions you v 


Here’s real 
action . 



IS Roland 


' INSTRUMENT CATALOG 




jsIsSEfs 

t on FREE EXAMINATION 


BLACK AND WHITE WORK 
BETTER TOGETHER 
Become interracially involved: For 
information, write INTERRACIAL 
CLUBS OF AMERICA, P.O. Box 
1180 CD , Middletown, Ct. 06457. 


* GUARANTEED!.D. 


PSYCHIC 


ROAD CREW PERSONNEL WANTED 
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MUSKWARE 


Phil Galdston and FteterThom 












































THE HOOK 


Denis Boyles 













SCIENCE 

The simplicity of the Discwasher system 
belies the extensive research and instrumen¬ 
tation that has produced the world's leading 
record cleaner. Pain staking development 
using gas-liquid chromotography, thermal- 
sensing instruments, precision weighing 
equipment, friction-measuring instruments 
and electron microscrophy have all con¬ 
tributed to the evolution of the Discwasher 
Record Care System. 

This rigorous application of science has 
produced an integrated, patented system of 
brush and fluid which lifts both fingerprints 
and micro-dust from the record grooves 
[without smudging them deeper); which 
allows all contamination and fluid to be 
removed from the record surface; which 
preserves the chemical integrity of the vinyl 
[unlike many liquids and dry cleaning systems) 
and which offers long-term protection against 
biological and physical contamination. 
EXPERIENCE 

Any gadget can be made to “perform” by 
using simplistic test criteria instead of long 
term use. 

Experience, on the other hand, responds 


to the valid questions of science and has 
proven that the best, most convenient, and 
most effective record cleaning system is the 
patented Discwasher. 

"Experience” involves consumer intelli¬ 
gence, proper use—and proper evaluation of 
results. That’s why Experience has made the 
Discwasher system the Leader in record 
care. Beyond any doubt. 

AESTHETICS AND VALUE 
What is the proper price for milled, hand 
rubbed walnut that will last long after the 
"plastic wonders" are cracked and broken? 
What is the net evaluation of an incredibly 
complex cleaning fluid which is lower in dry 
weight residue and yet more “active" and 
“safe” in the removal of standard record 
contamination than any other cleaner? What 
is the value of your record collection as 
compared to the protection of approximately 
200 cleanings from each small bottle of 
D3 fluid? 

You can be ripped off by cheaper attempts, 
and fooled by more expensive “followers” of 
the Leader. But only Discwasher has the 
Clean Logic of Leadership. 

discwasher,® inc. Columbia, Missouri 65201 




Warning : The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 


Isn’t it time 
you enjoye 
smoking? 


I do. Because my cigarette is Salem. Salem gives me 
more of the great taste I want from a cigarette, plus fresh 
menthol. Isn’t it time you enjoyed Salem? 

_____ Salem King & 100 s. 










